WITH FELONIOUS INTENT

know I sometimes wonder if I haven't been trans-
lated."
"It sounds ideal,1' said Hubert, "and I'm half
inclined to think it would suit us down to the ground.
But before we decide, we simply must know where
we are."
" That's easy/' said the other calmly.
He took a map from his pocket and spread it upon
the table from which the maid had taken our plates
away. For a moment he peered. Then he took a pin
from his tie and stuck it into the sheet.
"That's where you're standing," he said. "And
while you're digesting that blow, I'll trifle with my
collation as best I can,"
With that he turned to the table on which his
breakfast was set and left us to study the map and
the map to speak for itself.
Few, I think, would have shown us politeness so
marked. Nine men out of ten would have taken up
Hubert's statement or at least have asked whence we
came or whither we wanted to go.
The map, which was on a big scale, was easy to read,
and before a minute was out, as though a veil had been
lifted, we saw our position plain.
We were fourteen miles from Mittal and thirty from
Hohenems, The nearest town was Robin, some forty
miles off. Hohenems lay east of Mittal, but we had
been driven due west.
" Well, that's that," murmured Hubert. And then,
n I'll swear we can trust this man. Shall we put him
wise ?"
" You do it," said I.
My cousin straightened his back.
" Would it amuse you," he said, " to hear our tale ?
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